Gustave Flaubert Letters

wants to find man at the basis of every story and every deed.
That was the defect of I'Education sentim,0ntale, about which I
have so often reflected since, asking myself why there was so
general a dislike of a work that was so well done and so solid.
This defect was the absence of action of the characters on them-
selves. They submitted to the event and never mastered it.
Well, I think that the chief interest in a story is what you did
not want to do. If I were you, I would try the opposite; you
are feeding on Shakespeare just now, and you are doing well!
He is the author who puts men at grips with events; observe that
by them, whether for good or for ill, the event is always con-
quered. In his works, it is crushed underfoot.

Politics is a comedy just now. We have had tragedy, shall we
end with the opera or with the operetta? I read my paper con-
scientiously every morning; but aside from that moment, it is
impossible for me to think of it or to be interested in it. All of
it is absolutely void of any ideal whatsoever, and therefore I
cannot get up any interest in any of the persons concerned in
that scullery. All of them are slaves of fact because they have
been born slaves of themselves.

My dear little girls are well. Aurore is a well-set-up girl, a
beautiful upright soul in a strong body. The other one is grace
and sweetness. I am always an assiduous and a patient teacher,
and very little time is left to me to write professionally, seeing
that I cannot keep awake after midnight and that I want to
spend all my evening with my family; but this lack of time
stimulates me and makes me find a true pleasure in digging
away; it is like a forbidden fruit that I taste in secret.

All my dear world embraces you and rejoices to hear that
you are better. Did I send you Flamarande and the pictures of
my little girls ? If not, send me a line, and I send you both.

Your old troubadour who loves you,

G. Sand

347